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The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Fellowes as I doj crawling betwccnc Hcauen and Earth. 
We are arrant Knauesall, bclccucnoncof vs . Goe thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 
Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be fhut vpon him, that he may 
play the Foolc noway, but in^owne hoiifc* Farewdh 

Ophe, O hclpe him,you fweet Hcauens. 

JIam. If thou doeft Marry, lb giue thee this plague 
for thy Dowric.Bcthon as chaft 3s)ce,as pure as Snow, 
thou fhalt not cicape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery, 
Go f Farewell. Or ifthou wilt needs Marry jtnarry a fool : 
for Wife men know well enough, what monflcrs you 
m^eofthecu. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Far- 
well* 

Ophe. O heauenly Powers^eftorc him. 

Ha?n. I hauc heard of your prathngs too wcl enough. 
God has giuenyou one pace,and you make your felfean- 
othenyou g: dge,you amble,and you hfpc^ and nickname 
Gods creature*, and make your YVantomicfle, your Ig- 
norance.Go too, Ileno morcon't, it bach made mcn>ad„ 
I fay, wc will hauc no more Marriages . Thofe that are 
married already, all but one fliall hue, the rett jfhsll keep 
as they are* To a Nunnery, go. Exit Hamht 

Of he. O what a Noble txundc is heereo're-thrownc ? 
The Courtier^So'dici^Scholievs ; Eye^ongue^iword, 
Th'cxpe5tanfic a.idRoIc of chefaire Semite, 
The giaffe of Fufnion^and the mould of Forme, 
Th'obfcru'd of all Obferuers, quite>qnitc do wnc, 
Haue I of Lidies moft dciect and wretched, 
That fuck' d theHonie of his Muikke Vowes : 
Now fee that Noblc^and moftSoueraigne Reafoiij 
Likefwec^ 6 els Angled out oftune,and harfli, 
That vnmatch'd Form- and Feature of blovvne youth, 
Blafted with exrafie P Oh woe \sms 7 
Tliauc fcene what I hauc fecne ; fee what I fee* 


Enter Kiffgy aridpoUnim. 
King. Loue ? His affections do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpafcc, though it lick'd Forme a little, 
Was not like Majduefie. There's fomething in his fonle ? 
Ore which his Melancholly lies on brood/ 
And I do doubt the hitch, and the difdofe 
Will before danger, which topietienc 
I haue m quicke determination 
Thus fet it downe. Hefhall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected Tnbnte : 
Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With var^abi^pbicfts, i&rflWpell 
This femcthing feded matter in his^hcitt : 
Whereon his lirainc? ftiii bcaririg^puts-him thus 
Fromfafhion ofhimfelfe. What thinke yoiron'c? 

3W» iciii-jil do vy-?lL Butyecdolbeleeiic 
Ihe Origin ^^Commencement ofthisgreefe 
Sprung from jKglefted inue, How.ntfw Ophelia ? 
You rrc^de^not cell vs, vv hat Lord Hamlet faide, 
We heajd it all; My Lord, do as you plcafc, 
}iut if yon hold it fit: ffgeg the piny, , 
Let his Queette Mother ail alone intreat him 
To fhew hisGreefca : let her be round with him ? 
And Jiehe pisjf'd fo 3 p'calcynu in the care 
Of all their Conference. If ihefinde him not, 
To England fend him : Or confine him where 
Your .wifbdomc befi flhajl thinke. 

King. Itfhallbefo; 
Madncffein great Ones^muft not vnwatch'd go. 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the p}^ 

V*m % Speakc the Speech I pr5y yon aslnrfl 
it to you trippingly on the Wuc : ; Ii m J c ^ 
as many of your Players do,I hadas hue i)J? 
had fpoke my Lines ; Nor do not Taw ihS2 
your hand thus, bus vie all gently ; fornuf °° nmci] 
»ciK s Tcmpeft,and(a»Iniay fay) the W\ ^ VcneT * 
Paffidn, you muft acquire and becet a Tenm mdt rf 
( may giuckSmoothndfc. ^^n^nittt^f^ 

the 
= of 


tolccarobufliousPery.wig^ntedFellow.tl;'^ 
ontotattcr^toverie raoges, tofplitthe ea ^ 
Groundlings: who (forcheosoftparr) f ^ 

no*ing,but inexplicable dumbc flicwes J iSP' 01 
haue fuch a Fellow whipt for a'rc-doin fi >T f 2 1 cotjid 
om-Her&ts Herod. Pray you auoid it. ^ s it 
Pl&ytr. 1 warrant ycur Honor. 


Ham. Benottootameneyther : but let 



end both at thefirfi and now, was and is^toholL 
the Mirrourvp to Nature; to ftew Vcrtoehc r J 
Feature Scorne her own. Image, and the vcrie A<>Z 
Bodie of the Time, his iorme and preflure - No/'? 

full laugh, cannot but make the ludiciousgr^e- T? 
cenfureof the which One, muft myouraiiowancc^Vr 
wayawholeTheaterofOthers. Oh 3 thcrebee PhM 
that I haue Stent Play, and heard oihenpraifr, and h 
hghly (not t^lpcake it prophanely) that nenherhauin 
the accent of Chrifljans, nor ihc gateof ehrfe 
or Norman, haue fo ftrwtted and bellowed, that] 
thought fosnc of Natures Iouetncy-men had mimtti 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity foab- 
hominaoly. 

fkp I hope we haucrefcrnfd that indifferently with 
vSjSir. 7 

Ham, Orcforme it altogether. And let thofe th,u 
play your Qownes/peake no more theft is fet dowvicfor 
them. For there be of them, that will thcaifdycs Jauph, 
to fee on forae quantitic of b arren Sne^^cors co laugh 
too, though in the meane^tk^ fomcVccefiky Qneflion 
of the Play be then to be eonfidered : that s ViliaftGU^ & 
fbewes %mdft|)ttt?ifuli Ambition in the Foole that vies 
it, Gomake yourcadic. ExaPtym. 

Enter pofamm, Itywcrttxcc jwi Gmldwjlmt, 

How now my Lord, f 

Wilhhe Kidg bearc this peeccof VVorke? 

Pol. And theQueene too, and that prefenrly- 

lUvn. Bid the Players make halL ExitVolomw* 
Will you two hclpe to haftcn them? 

*8otk Wcwiiimy Lord. Exttot. 
€nter Horatio* 

Ham. W h a t h oa, Horatio ? 

Horn* He ere fweec Lord 1 at y citfSeruict\ 
. Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as iuftaman 
As ere my Conuerfation coap*d withalh 

Horn, O my deere Lord* 

Ham. Nay.do not thinke I flatter : 

For what adtiancement itvay I hope from thee, 

T!i2t no l^euehnew hafl* but thy ^rood fpirits 
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^f^gc cl<?ath thee.Why fliold the poor be flatter'd ? 

Kjo let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 

And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the kSee, 

VVhere thrift may follow faining ? Doll thou hearc 4 

Since my decrcSoulc wasMiftrisofmy choyfe, 

j\rid coul^ of men diftiagui{h,hcr elcflion 

y a th fcal'd thee for her iclfe. For thou haft bene 

\j one in "fuffering alt A that lhffers nothing. 

^ m anthat Fortunes buff^ts^nd Rewards 

fath 'tunc with equal! Thankcs, And bleft arc thofe, 

'\Vhoie Blood and judgement are fo well co-csiingled^ 

f hatthey are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 

j 0 found what fiop fhe pleale^ Giue mc that man, 

.That is not P affions Slant, and I will weare him 

y Jtfy hearts Core: I^n my Heart of heart, 

I do thee* Something too m«ch of this. 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
QneScceneof it comes neere the Circnmflance 
Which I haue told thee,of my Fathers death,, 
[ pr/thee, v^hen thou fcc'ft chat'Afte a-foot 5 
Eiicn with the Terie Comment of my Soule 
ObfettjemineVnkle: If his occulted guilt, 
Do not it felfe vnkenncll in one fpeech, 
Icis a damned Ghoft that we haue fcenc i 
jnd my Imaginations are as foule 
£ S Vulcans Stythc. Giue him needfull noie, 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : 
And after we will both our judgements ioyne, 
To cenfure of hh fecming. 

J-Ura< Well my Lord. 
If be fteale ought the whiffi this Play b Playing, 
And fcape dere£ting s 1 will pay the Theft, 

Stit&rKingi Qneew* PolmiHs^Ofhelia^ Rofiffcr^me^ 
^uildenfierm,md other Lords attendant Mth 
ku Guard earning Torches. Danifh 
March. SmndaFlomiflj, 

Ham. They arc cosnming to the Play :I muft be idle* 
Get you a place, 

King. How fares our Cofin Hamlet ? 
Ham. Excellent Ifaithjof the Carnelions difli : I eate 
the Ayrepromife-cramni'dj you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this anfwet Hamlet t thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham* No^norminc* Now my Lord>you plaid once 
i'th'VniueFfityjyou fay? 

iVotf.That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 
AiSor* 

Bam^ And what did you enaft ? 
Pol. I did znzgklulim C&far> I was kilFd i s th ? Capicol : 
Brutus kill'dnie, 

Ham, It was abruite part of him, to kill fo Captrall a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? 

Rofw* I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience,, 

$t$. Come hither my good Hamlet, tit by me* 

Ha* No good Mother, here's Mettle more ama&iue. 

PoL Oh ho,do you inarkc that i 

Ham* Ladie,fhall I lye in your Lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

H*m. I mcane a my Head vpon your Lap ? 
Of he. 1 my Lord. 

Batn % Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 
Ophe. I thinke nothing, my Lord,. 
Ham* That's a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 
Ophe. What is my Lord f 


Ham, Nothing- 

Ophe t You arc merric,my Lord? 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophe t I my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your onely Iigge-makerrwhat fliould 
a man do, but be merrie. Forlookeyou how cheerchjl- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within's two 
Houres* 

Ophe. Nay/tis twice two moneths^my Lord, 
Ham J So long? Nay then let thcDmelweare blacke^ 
for He haue a fuite of Sables, Oh H caucus! dye two mo- 
neths ago, and not forgotten yet e Then there's hop c t n 
great mans Memorie, may our-ljue bis;Hfrhalfeiyfetre : 
But byrladybe muft builde Churches then : or clie fliall 
hefuffer not thinking ou f with theBoby-h'fcrfl'e, whofe 
Epitaph is,* For o } For o 7 the Hoby-Uorte is forgot* 

Hokoyes play. The dumbc [hew enters , 
Enter a Ktngand ^ueene y very fautxgh \ 1 ^ ^nctr.c rr/?b''d- 
ciKg hinK She kneeies _ and makes f hew of Proteftatzmi 
him. He takes her vp.- and declines hi* head vpm her nci\ 
L ay es him dewm vp on *4 Bavk? &f Flowers . She f eeing htm 
a-Jleepe > lem* htm. Amn comes in a FvSvm, takes bjf&& 
Crmtitj k'$? s it 3 and ptwres poyfen in tke Kings eares^ and 
Exits. The JjgHtene ret pit 7ies 7 findes r rfe ffthg dead, and 
makes p^JJiomte jifktoh* 7 he P^yfoner, with fomenvoor 
three L% Fates c&mes $ri agaise ^feemmg n* fan* em with hr. 
The dead body u carried away : Th<; Poyfwer Wooes > t he 
JQiftt* 1 *- wit k Gifif*fl?e feemes loath and vnwilling arrhtfe^ 
bm in the end^eeepts hid lone. Sfcekkt 

Ophe, What meanes this, my Lord ? 
Ham. Marry this is Mulling LMaltcho^ that rneanes 
Mifcheefe. 

Ophe t Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play? 

Hism, We fli all know by thefe Fellowesr the Players 
cannot kecpe couhfcl!, chey'i tell all, 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham* I,or any fhew that yoti'l fiiew hinu Bee not 
youafbam'd to fbew, heel not fliame to tell you whac it 
meanes, 

Ophe. You are naught , you are naught, He marke the 
Play. 

Snter Prologue* 
Tor t/s j and far wr Tragedie f 
II eerc /looping to your Ckmemie : 
btgge your hearing Pattemlie* 
Ham, J s this s Prologue* or the Poetic of a Ring ? 
Ophe. *Tisbriete my Lord* 
Ham* As Womansloue, 

Enter King andhl< Qxeext. 

Kmg.VaW thir tie times hath Phcebus Cart gon round , 
Nep tunes fah Wafh, and Tdlu* Orbed ground : 
And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed (beCne, 
About the World hauc times twelue thirties becne, 
Smce lone our hearts* and Hymw&A om hands 
Vnitecomutualljin Lttoii facred Bands. 

"Sap * So many lournics may tho Surtne and Moone 
Make vs againe count o J re^ ere loue be done* 
But woe is me, you are fo fkke oi late, 
So far re from cheere,and from your forme ftate, 
That I difttuftyou : yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 
For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantise, 

In 


